Julien went away two years ago: it's not very likely
that he'll turn up to-night."

"One never knows with these headstrong young
fellows."

Simon rubbed his haiids together as though to make
it clear that he wanted to have nothing to do with
so irresponsible a situation.

Fran9ois felt that he was cutting a poor figure. He
took out his handkerchief and noisily blew his nose.
He felt the need to impose his presence on this deep,
dark night in which drowsiness seemed to be disput-
ing with anger the control of a shifting and disjointed
plot. He could feel the tell-tale evidences of fever
all over his body, and not only, as before, in the
dampness of his wrists and the fire in his cheeks. He
knew it, that fever, from of old. It had been, not
seldom, a faithful companion in the days of his child-
hood, with something of magic in it which had been
of service to him in his contacts with his father.

On the inside of his elbow a vein was pulsating
violently. Franfois loved that faint blue line plunging
deep into the substance of his flesh, and the way in
which it set a tiny corner of the skin regularly rising
and falling. His very life was closely bound to that
bubble which seemed so intent on bursting through
the epidermis, and scattering its content of blood.
He watched, with a certain enjoyment not unmixed
with a faint anxiety, this piece of frail and precious
mechanism. Its wild activity put him in mind of a
squirrel in a revolving cage. That small, familiar vein
had a special liking for the back of Juliette's neck
where it continued, under her hair, its concealed